Posmsl 

Tlm« 15 hiscncckc the map of dates out>worne,' 

When beauty liv’d and d' /d s«s flowers do now^ 

Before thefc baftard figncs of faire were borne. 

Or diirft inhabit on a living brow • 

Before the goulden tretfes of the dead. 

The right of fepulchers were ihorne away^ 

T9I17C a fecond life on fecond head,' 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay; 

In him thofe holy antique bowers arc feene. 

Without all ornament, it felfc and true. 

Making nofummer of an others greene. 

Robbing no old to drefle his beautie new, 

And him as for ? map doth Nature (lore. 

To (how falfc Arc what beautie was of yore," 

Thofe parts of thee chat the worlds eye doth view. 

Want nothing that the tl?ought of hearts can mend 7 
All tongues (the voice of foulcsj give tl :ee that end. 
Veering bare truth,even fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe (arne tongues that give thee fo ihine owhe>> 

In other accents doe this pnife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fliowfie. 

They lookc into the beaucic of thy mind, ‘ 

And that in guefle they meafure by thy deeds. 

Then churls their thoughcs(although their eyes were kindj 
To thy faire flower adde the ranke fmcll of weeds. 

But why thy odor ifiatchefh rtot thy fliow. 

The foyle is this, that thou doeft common grow. 

jrijurhu^ 
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Jnjurtom 

t Ike as the waves make towards the pibled Ihorei 

1^50 doe our minutes haften to sheir 

Each changing place wuh that which goes before., 

in fcquent toiie all forwards d^ocontend. 

Mativitie once in the mainc of , , 

Crawks to maturitie.wherewith being crown d. 

Crooked eclipfesgainft bis gloiy fight, 

/nd time tiiat gave, doth now bis gift confound. 
Time doth tranffixe the floriOifet on youth, 

A nd delves the parakls in beauties brow, 

Eecdes on the rarities of natures truth. 

And nothing ftands biit for his Sithe to 
And yet to times in Iiope, my vetfe lhall ttant! 
Prayfing thy worth,difpight hiscrucll hand. 
As^iinft my love (hall be as I am how 
With times injurious hand cbrufht and , 

When hoiires have dreind his blood and fild nis brow 
With lines and wrincles,?ivhen his yoiuhfuU morne 
Hath travaild onto Ages (tcepic night. 

And all thofe beauties whereof now he s King 
Arc vani(hing>or vaniflit out of flght. 

Stealing away the treafure of his Spririg,^ 

For fuch a time dpe I now fortifie 
Againft confounding Ages cruell knife, 

Thai he lliall never cut from memory 

My fweet loves beauricjchomh my lovers life. 

His beautie (hall in thefe blackc lines be feene^ 
And they lhall livc^ and he in them ftill grecnc. 



